Studies in Twentieth Century Literature of the Gothic as artistic value in contemporary literature. As a sacred sign (hieroglyph) and erotic metaphor, the body is image, representation. The transmutations of that image which passes from hieratic symbol to Thanatos are a function of the changes which befall Gothic art, taking it from celestial sphere to a profane and temporal condition of human fate. The progression may be summed up as a passage from imago dei to imago regis to imago mei. In its geometric configuration the process resembles a funnel with a movement toward the narrower dimension, in short, a vortex. As an erotic metaphor, the transition presents itself as one which moves from love of the Divinity to love of King (the Christ), to love of self, in short, narcissism.
Geometry as an antechamber of horror reveals its fearful presence in this process. What spiraled heavenwards in its embodiment of the infinite, has arrived at a diametrical inversion. The sacred edifice which was Gothic by virtue of representing the infinite on Earth and strove in its sublimity to undo through mystical union the analogous relationship between itself and the Divinity no longer reaches upwards. The gaze has turned inwards and the heavenly spiral has become a vortex, the awesome geometry of an all-devouring maelstrom. The mystic, the architect, and the poet have come to the realization that infinity lies within. As a result, the analogy between the sensuous and the divine is obliterated. While the transition from analogous value to metaphor may mean the attainment of a mystical union, it also implies the dissolution of hierarchy. For metaphor implies not correspondence but similitude and, consequently, the capacity of the metaphorical values to substitute each other and/or to conjoin in synthesis in order to create a new phenomenon. In a doctrine of analogy, on the other hand, the terms are not interchangeable and for the analogical relationship to persist its terms must remain distinct. The to is a momentary, "posthumous" conversation overheard from the grave. Even though the sequence of events spans many years, the pattern of images suddenly emerges as immediate when the narrative is reduced to momentary revelation. Artemio Cruz follows the same course. The narrative consists of simultaneous rather than sequential revelations as the hero relives in "simultaneity" the events of his life in the hours before his death. In both instances, incident becomes a hieroglyph which stands before the hero and the reader and begs to be deciphered. In that instant, death and birth converge; the apotheosis of solitude and the rhetoric of silence crystallize into a pregnant stasis where nar-rative ceases and communication becomes inexistent. There the Gothic irony surfaces, grinning like a death-skull: Perception of one's image (self-awareness) proves to be tantamount to selfnegation. The structural culmination in silence and immobility serves to accentuate the horror of the whirlpool that pulls the characters into its inescapable void.
J. Douglas Perry points out that while the maelstrom of Edgar Allen Poe regurgitates its victim, there can be no re-surfacing from the modern Gothic vortex. Georges Poulet observes that "A sort of temporal circle surrounds Poe's characters. A whirlpool envelops them, which, like that of the maelstrom, disposes its funnel by degrees from the past in which one has been caught to the future in which one will be dead." " This "closed time," Perry asserts, can be applied to modern Gothic with slight modifications. The modifications necessary for its application to Mexican Gothic are even less than slight. One Rulfo' s Pedro Pdramo is a young man in pursuit of selfknowledge. His search, like that of his counterparts to the north, converges on the family. He seeks out his father whom he has never known except for the man in the acrid recollections of his now dead mother. Juan Preciado's pursuit leads him, rather precipitously, into an enchanted geography, the infernal town of Coma la where "The heat shimmered on the plain like a transparent lake" (p. 2). Coma la lies at the end of a long tortuous descent: "We left the warm air up there and walked down into pure heat without a breath of air in it. Everything looked as if it were waiting for something" (p. 3) .
The plunge downwards is also a voyage back in time, back into history where Juan Preciado will encounter his identity wrapped in the haunting and violent past of his parents. Time and geography close in when Juan discovers that his arrival has been anticipated and the inhabitants of Coma la who receive him are ghastly phantoms. The identity quest and the descent into the hell hole are closely linked from the very beginning; the Gothic vortex which will deepen even further confronts the young man from the outset. Those who lead and receive him into Coma la are asphyxiatingly close to him and will emerge as beacons to his search for identity. Abundio, who leads him down, is his half-brother. He proves to be more than that. He has already accomplished Juan's goal well beyond the latter's expectations of assuaging the bitterness of his abandoned mother. Abundio, as we discover in the final pages, is a parricide; as the murderer of Pedro Paramo, their father, he has avenged every woman wronged by the violence of the patriarch. Juan's mother had extracted a promise from him on her death bed that he would avenge the treatment accorded them by his father. Thus, Abundio represents an alter-ego for Juan. This enigmatic incubus opens the circle of the novel. He will also close it with the bloody dagger still in his hand.
The woman who receives Juan into Coma la (as Juan discovers, actually the ghost of the woman) is Eduviges who, by all rights, according to her account, should have been his mother. (She substituted for his actual mother in his father's bed on their wedding night since the moon did not favor the bride that night. Pedro Paramo was too drunk to even attempt to notice the switch.) Juan is taken back to his pre-conception, to the violent conquest and despoliation of his mother by the machismo and raw power of his father; back to his conception and should have been conception; back in time and down in geography to what could be that enchanted geography which James Joyce, in another context (the "Proteus" episode of Ulysses), called the "all wombing tomb." Juan Preciado's incursion into history and into the ominous time and geography of Coma la is reflected, refracted, and repeated in theme, character, and narrative structure with such rapidity that the concentric effect seals irrevocably all possibility of flight from the Gothic whirlpool. His identity crisis is reflected in the obsessed soliloquy of his father which becomes a recurring leitmotif, as do the lyrical recollections of his mother, the restless soul of Eduviges, which can find no solace in having arrived at this underworld through suicide, and in the disquieting "innocence" The structure of Juan Rulfo's novel bespeaks Octavio Paz's assertion that the meaning of the body as erotic metaphor is ultimately death. The bi-partite construction of the work elucidates the dialogue between the two terms of the metaphor. Up to page sixty-five (in the eighth printing of the work), the reader "accompanies" Juan Preciado in a descent which leads to the grave. That progression is, in fact, only a function of the narrative, for the reader becomes aware that the voices and narrated events have originated there all along. Once the geometric spiral downwards has been sealed ("Yes, Dorotea, the murmurs killed me"), the narrative voice and point of view change. The subjective echoes and murmurs of conscience become an omniscient, third person narrative voice. Now that the whirlpool has reached its culmination by irrevocably enveloping the hero in its maelstrom, there, in the timelessness of death, the meaning of the entire process can be revealed; the progressive stages, the circle of history which has disposed the hero from past to future into a peroration of death can now be explained.
The remaining sixty-four pages of the novel constitute a new narrative. This second part of the work sets into motion a "new" cycle in which the reader, along with the hero, witnesses the spiraling events which culminate in the narrative present. By Disintegration of the individual and his world is a requisite of the Gothic in literature. The Gothic process is composed of the aberrations in self-identity and human interrelationships. The anomalies and marvelous distortions amongst different spheres of experience, the grotesque and the heteroclite stem from the individual's attempts at re-integrating a fragmented cosmos and a shattered identity. Such fragmentation and attempted reconstitution mark the itinerary of the hero in Fuentes' novel. In his catatonic state Artemio Cruz perceives a shattered image of himself and his world: "I am this, this I am: old man with his face reflected in pieces by different-sized squares of glass ... I try to remember my reflection: face cut up by unsymmetrical facets of glass, the eye very near the ear and very far from its mate: a face distributed among shimmering mirrors" (pp. [4] [5] . Time and identity, so inextricably interrelated, lose all sense of unity as well. The hero experiences his life not in any logical order but in a frenzied isochronism in which all time and incidents co-exist:
"No: someone else, someone different, someone in a mirror in front of his sickbed, the bed of someone else. on remembering what will happen yesterday" (pp. [9] [10] . Within this confused time, historical events become inevitable certainties, just as the acts and fate of the hero become predictable. In their predictability and recurrence, all deeds acquire the character of ritual. The life of Artemio Cruz enacts one complete cycle in the predetermined sequence of recurring events which, through their accretion, define the character of Mexican history. That history emerges in the novel as isomorphic. In his clairvoyant hallucinations, the protagonist perceives Mexico in its many superimposed and hardened cultural layers: Amerindian, Christian European, and African. Cruz, son of a mulatto peasant woman and a white hacendado is himself a genetic syncretism; an embodiment of that cyclical process of violent conquest and despoliation, destined to re-enact the cycle by violating and ravishing others.
Just as the cyclical nature of Mexico's history produces an enclosed world, so the individual experience results in a selfencased, protective solitude which hides behind a mask of invulnerability and hermeticism. 16 When all "enemies" have been repelled and the fortress of the self has been "secured," then the true battle begins and there the white water and its whirlwind crest to a zenith. On this score, Carlos Fuentes manifests his affinity for one of the great masters of inner darkness and demoniacal cruelty, Henry James, who, Martha Banta observes, "knew the traditions of the Gothic novel well." 17 To those traditions James added "the terrors of a new Gothicism which -like the new psychology of the period -revealed the self as victim of its own self-villainy." 18 Artemio Cruz bespeaks the universality in the Gothicism of his author's predilections as he perceives in a fit of clairvoyance his final predicament: "taking the risk successfully until no enemies are left: and then you will become your own enemy, that the proud battle may go on: all others conquered, there will remain only yourself to be conquered: you will step from the looking-glass of still water and lead your last attack against the enemy nymph, the nymph of passion and sobs who is daughter of gods and mother of goatlike seducer, mother of the only god that has died in man's time: from the looking-glass she will step too, mother of the Great God Pan, nymph of pride and again your double, your double, your last enemy in the depopulated land of the victims of your pride" (p. 86 In the Mexican syllogism where the two premises for machismo are the stoic suffocation of sentiment and the mask of invulnerability, the second premise becomes inoperative here, giving way to an enthymeme in which the poignant self-identity of the hero breaks through as the hermetic mask is rent. Like Regina, evokes the most poignant leitmotifs in Cruz' recollection. Each of these images constitutes a type of inheritance. They all died so that he could survive. They range from his father, Atanasio, who was hacked to death by machetes on the day of Artemio's birth, to the comrade in whom he saw himself but whom he left to die on the field ("He tried to push away that pain-twisted face with open mouth and closed eyes, tangled mustache and beard no longer than his own. With green eyes, the man could be his twin" [p. 69] ). Teresa, Artemio's daughter, emerges as his unmistakable successor. Although a woman, Teresa comes forth as the aggressor rather than the victim, the "closed" rather than the "open"; the despoiler rather than the despoiled. She manifests the spirit of her maternal grandmother who spent the last thirteen years of her life shut up in her private world of past glory and power rather than admit defeat; whose last utterance as she collapsed under the weight of her hundred years and the slash of a whip was a rancorous: "Chingao."
As the cycle closes, Artemio Cruz sees himself as "animal who foreseeing your death, sings your death, talks it, dances it, paints it, remembering before you die, your death" (p. 270). He thus arrives at the primal point where the two extremes of solitude, birth and death, converge: "You will be the boy-child who goes to the land and finds the land, who leaves his beginnings and encounters his destiny, today when death is the same as beginning and ending and between the two, in spite of everything, is strung the thread of freedom" (pp. [271] [272] Like the fated men of the darkest Gothicism, Artemio Cruz was marked from birth, destined for the irrevocable whirlwind and its devouring white water. Blood, like the mirror, does not lie.
